phers ? And if statistics were taken of the last few hundred years
on the stage, the most played dramatist would quite certainly be
Shakspere. Who, then, has with such unerring judgment assigned
to these men their rightful place? Not, surely, the professors of
literature? For they only take a genius seriously when the last
post-office official has digested him. None but the public makes
these truly artistic and intelligent decisions; it merely requires a
little time to do it in. If it is offered inferior nourishment by the
professedly competent " manufacturers," then it will accept it,
but only because it cannot get anything better; and sooner or
later it will still be guided by its instinct to the right source, in
spite of all the obstructions put in its way by the people who pre-
sume to guide it. There are protista which unite in the form of
" cell-unions " or " cell-colonies ": these tiny creatures then pos-
sess two souls, an individual soul and a so-called coenobite soul,
which expresses the general feeling of the whole cell-stock. It is
much the same with the human being " qua public ": in addition
to his own soul he receives a second, the soul of the public, in
which the wise will of the genus rules. And to Chamfort's ques-
tion : " How many stupid people does it take to make a public ? "
the answer might well be: that one can of course decide according
to the particular case as to how many are needed, but that every
time enough of them are assembled, something is born that is far
wiser than they.

It is an undoubted fact that there is a hierarchy of dramatic
works, but this does not in the least negative the view that each
of them does get its indisputable reality-value; for there is an
order of rank in reality also, and among living people. How is
their respective value decided? I believe it to be precisely by their
hold on reality. If we compare Bismarck with Bethmann-Hollweg,
for instance, or Goethe with Gottsched, we should (if reducing the
difference to the briefest formula) have to say simply that Goethe
and Bismarck were more real as personalities. That is why Nietz-
sche called Napoleon the ens realissimum. It is exactly the same
in our daily life. Certain people seem to us more massive, authen-
ticated, alive, than others because they reflect a larger section of
the world, have, so to say, a heavier tonnage. But they all are
"psychologically right.'*

I should like to give just one example of the fact that it is not
possible for a true poet to draw a character badly, even with the
best will in the world. In For Sonnenaufgang (Before Sunrise)
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